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ONE EVENING, just as they were sitting down to dinner,
Madame Varambaud, speaking of the calls she had
paid that afternoon, mentioned that she had seen the
Raymonds, a family they had met at Saint-Guenole:
she added casually that on New Year's day they had
received a charming little note from Catherine, en-
closing some of the photographs she had taken during
the holidays. For a second it seemed to Michel that his
heart had stopped beating; but a moment later the
blood started circulating again with a violence that
carried a sort of frenzied warmth into every part of his
being, and an urge to immediate action. All this time,
then, without saying a word to him, secretly, and while
he was so bravely working for her, Catherine had
chosen to betray their memories and turn to those
whose malice and deliberate importunity five months
before had ruined their happiness and helped to bring
about their separation! Had she forgotten all that ? Or
had it really caused her much suffering? If she had
really suffered at all you would have thought she
would have been restrained now by an invincible repug-
nance. But no; on the contrary, she openly showed her
liking for a past in which he had had no place. And her
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